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Author's Notes: 
This was inspired by a short interview | found 
in the www, where Izzy told about his new addiction: motorbikes. 


| went to a ride myself and this is what came out. 


So, here | am and it is about time to get started. 

| scrimshank to this moment since | had bought that bike three months ago. 

As soon as | became sober, | went to the bike store and bought a Harley. A Harley Davidson Sportster xlI200 
with belt drive, to be exact. 

It was a little boy's dream to come true. 

| rode motorbikes since | was old enough. Even before, secretly on my fathers bike. 

But back then, when | was legal to drive, all | was able to afford was a lousy, little Japanese dirt bike, bought 
third or forth hand, with a ridicules small engine performance and a kick starter you could not kick to live until 
you had been drenched in sweat, half of the time. The other times | spent to fix more or less major damages 
on it or was running out of gas and the money for it. 


But, it had been the closest that came to a promise of freedom, for an Indiana small town boy. 


And like | think, every little small town boy in the whole world, | dreamed of the day, | would be able to 


purchase a REAL motorbike and a real motorbike simply means a Harley Davidson, 


Well, this dream had become true three month ago. 

And until today | even had not started the engine once. Don't ask for a decent reason, it was not like 

| had not enough time since | quitted the band and 

| had more than enough money for the gasoline,too. 

It had been more a lack of, hmm, not energy:call it spirit. In the beginning | blamed Los Angeles. 

Dude, | had not rode a bike for nearly ten years 

and LA traffic jam really could demoralize you to get started. 

But now, it were nearly tow months since Annika 

and | moved over to Lafayete. 

First | blamed it on the move: to much things to do, it had been more important to get settled in the new 
house. 

Second | blamed the weather: to rainy, to hot, 

to "I'm-not-sure-maybe-if-would-be-raining-to-day.." 

After this | had been to tiered. | had the urge to sleep all the day, like | could catch up all those nights | had 
not slept over the last years. 

Instead of walking over to the garage, | walked into the bedroom. Sometimes not even to the bedroom, 

| drowsed of on the couch while watching stupid cartoons or talk shows on the television 

Annika had become already worried about my sleeping habit and asked me if | won't go for a ride .. 

| realized she is right. It is about time to get started. It is now or never. 


Now | am shoving my 580 pound little boy's dream out of the garage and l'm already soaked in sweat. 

It is not ‘cose it is to hot, it is a rather mild day, sunny indeed. A bit chilly, almost autumn-like withal it is 
early in September. 

It is because I'm fully armed: a heavy leather jacket, thick leather pants, rugged biker boots, padded leather 
gloves. | even bothered to buy a crash helmet, although | am not required to wear. 

Annika told me, she would feel better if | do, 

and | obey. 

And | am fucking nervous, too. 

You may think, "Hey, no big deal. He has been riding bikes half of his lifetime, no need to get jumpy.” 

Yet | am fucking freaked. 

Truth: | had been riding bikes half of my lifetime, but it had been a long, long, time 

since | had done it. 


And the matter of fact: Since | had done it SOBER. 


| press the electric start button 

(three month back, as | was asked which kind of starter | would prefer, | had chosen the start button version 
instead of the kick starter, rembering my lousy Japanese dirt bike and imagined the Strip, right before the 
Whiskey on a Saturday night trying to get the bike started and failure. No pleasant thought...) 

The engine comes to life like a purring cat, | rather gently put the first gear in and open the throttle. 

Here we go. Back in the saddle. 


| made it surprisingly good out of the city limits. 

No red lights, the goddess of traffic lights seemed 

to be gracious for me. 

| managed to struggle the engine down just once, 

but with no one around cared looking. 

And the crash helmet did a perfect job in hiding 

my high red cheeks. 

Now I'm on rather abandonment back road, leading through monstrous huge cornfields, one after another. 
It is a small road, enough forgotten to be mostly out of traffic, but tarred and adequate broad, easily 
serpentined. 

Special made for me to warm up. | pick up speed, putting in one gear after another. 

Seems like there are a few things left, | have not forgotten over the years. 

The air stream starts to hit all over me, plucking on the sleeves of my heavy leather jacket, tweeting on the 
little spot of exposed flesh between the collar and the crash helmet. | love the sensation of it. 


Until the first REAL serpentine. Abruptly | hit booth breaks. Bad, very bad. 

First thing you learn if you start to ride a motorbike is: Never, never ever apply the break if you are IN a 
serpentine. 

Take away the speed BEFORE, but, never, never ever while you are right in the middle. 

| struggle to keep the bike steady and finally make it. | take a deep breath. At least the breaks works excellent. 
Annika would be grateful for it. She only would go crazy, if she had been forced to watch this little coward 
stunt. 

She would instantly tear me of the bike. 


My cheeks are burning in high flames again, even this time no one is around to watch. The road is completely 
deserted. 

| am ashamed of my self, my lack of courage. | shake my head in disbelief. 

| had been in fear of a lot things in my life, but a serpentine, a silly serpentine hand never, never ever been 
one of those. 

Hey, weren't | supposed to do this motorcycle thing half of my lifetime? 

| undo the visor of my helmet, drag in another deep breath. 

| am desperately longing for a smoke, and regret the fact that | had quit all my habits at once. 


| realize my whole body is tense, | must been clenching on the bike. 


No, this was not what | had in mind, when | bought it. | pictured myself riding it on nameless roads, just for 
the fun. 

| imagined myself chasing for my own shadow never to reach it. Like | had done it back then. Just for the 
promise of freedom. 


| close my visor. Nothing would discourage me from this. Not even myself. 


| press the start button once again. The engine comes to live like a purring cat. | put in the first gear, change 


from gear to gear, until | reach top. 


The air stream hits all over me, plucking on the sleeves of my heavy leather jacket, tweeting on the little spot 
of exposed flesh between the collar and the crash helmet. There | am. Back again in the saddle. Another turn 
comes up. 

| lose my hips, press my butt cheeks flat to the saddle. 

Laugh, if you feel like. It is all about the hips and the butt cheeks. Just like sex. 

| was told it would be the same like riding a horse. Just made of steel. | have never ridden a real horse. Only 
thing | know is, you control a steel horse with hips and buttToday I'm riding a true steel horse. And though | 
do. 


Cornfieldes blur to me like a green wall. | try to fix on the little blue gap between it, try to reach for which 
must be the horizon. 

There is a road junction coming up. Without hesitation | took the main road. Practice time is over. Speeding up 
once more. 

Feeling gratefull again to my crash helmet, which retains me of little winged insects between my barred teeth. 
Enjoying the sensation of speed. It feels great, | could go on like this forever. My shadow lurks for me on the 
right. 

Another crossing is coming up. | change my direction one more time. Because | want to chase my shadow. 


Chase it to the point it will sink down into the ocean or fade into the night. Whatever comes up first. 


There is nothing else left on my mind. | don't care if would rain today. | don't care about other peoploe taking a 
second glance to the over armed lunatic on his brand new motorbike. | don't care about my wife, waiting for 
me to come back home again. | even don't care for my dogs to need be to be feed. 

Just don't care anymore. The only thing that matters is hunting for my own shadow. 

This is what | always had loved about motorbikes. The sheer movement, the feeling of freedom, the little speed 
rush, | even experienced back then on my lousy little Japanese dirt bike, despite of it's ridicules small engine 
performance. The pure pleasure. 

Axl had never seen it this way. To him it always had been a proper way of coming from point a to point b, 
without taking the bus or begging this father for the family car. Also he never had put me down when | asked 
him of going on a ride together. It had been one of the rare occasions to find distraction. Especially after he 
found out how amusive this rides could became.. 

Ahh, stop it, Stradlin. You have just reached this state of blankness in your mind and immediately you allow 
this little redheaded fucker to slip in and soil this purity. To late now. 

Trying not think about this little redheaded fucker got to be the same like trying not to think about a white 


horse. 


A gas station shows up on my side of the road. | turn of to it, it is anyway time to refuel. And maybe a mug 
of strong coffee would help to focus on the essential things again. Meaning: the road and the hunt for my 
shadow. 

Instead | buy a coffee and a pack of cigarettes, too. Like always not thinking about the redhead stirs up a 
irresistible urge in me. 

A urge | had been used try to content with a substitute. And the smokes are available. | was to hasty about 
quitting all my habits at once, anyhow. 

Now | am standing behind the little garage, sipping the less to hot and to much sweetened (Hey, If | start to 


became nasty, I'll go the whole hog. | put two of this small sugar sachets in my paper cup.) automate coffee 
and smoke my first cigarette for ages. It feels sticky in my mouth and tastes bitter, bittersweet like 
something | have missed for way to long. So much about focusing back on the essential things. 

| throw my crumpled paper cup into the bin and and stub the cigarette out before scrunching it under my 
boot. Time to hit the road again. The day is much to beautiful to waste it hiding behind a gas station on this 
god forgotten road, brooding over what | have left behind 

Didn't | start this whole thing to have some fun? 


Gravel squrits at my sudden start. The day is beautiful indeed. It is warm, but not to hot. The sky is clear and 
even though this is supposed to be late summer it almost feels a little autumn like. The sky shines already in 
this certain kind of blue and a few leaves start to turn colored. Indian summer is about to break. | love these 
days since | had been a child. Long, hot summer vanishes, leaving memories still so alive. 

You just have to close your eyes and you can nearly touch it again. Nearly. And it feels a little like dying. 

It had been a day like this when | first realized that I'm mortal. Life feels so intensive on those days, | can feel 
it burning under my skin 

I'm long over the speed limit, but this doesnt matter anything to me. Right now | burn in high flames. 


| don't care where | am. | don't care where | am going. | chose the roads just for one purpose: chasing for my 
shadow. It feels rather perfect. Like | had in mind when | bought this bike. But to be honest (I never had been a 
person lying to myself. | had been lying to anybody else, but to my self, | always admitted the truth), there is 
something | miss. There is someone | miss. Someone pressing against my back, someone coiling its arms around 
my waist. Someone clenching to me, while | am turning into a curve. 

All right, | confess: | miss his little shrieks when | dare to overhaul another vehicle ( and back then with my 
lousy little dirt bike, there had not been many of it). | miss the way | was used to ride with him. | miss the 
heat of his body against my back, miss the feel of his crotch pressed against my ass, miss the way his hands 
were teasing me on my thigh until | got hard. Miss the way we get off the bike in the middle of nowhere, high 
on adrenalin and hormones , kissing each other desperaetly. Fucking miss it. Fucking miss him. This little 
redheaded fucker. Miss the way we talked to each other, hidden in a cornfield, lost into one another. Simple 
miss..him. 

| don't know how | should name him. Should | name him Axl, or should | name him Billy. It is all the same, and it 
is all different at the same time. | loved both. | was used to love both. And, when this is a moment of 
confessions: | am still used to. It is like smoking. Some habits you would never quit. Never ever. 

| slam the breaks immedeately. | know this road. | recognize this river bank. Seen this. Been there. 


Seems like my shadow has outrun me. 


It had been a day like this. Warm, but not too hot. The sky had been clear, but already had this certain kind of 
blue and a few leaves started already to color. Indian summer had been about to break. Long hot summer was 
vanishing, leaving memories | was sure | would never, never ever forget.. 

| was burning alive. The whole ride Billy was torturing me, sliding his hands up and down over my chest, 
pressing his hard one against my ass, teased me until | got hard. Taunted me until | lost it. 

| lost it right here in this serpentine. | lost control over my self and | lost control over the bike. We had a 
rather bad fall. All | can remember 


is the engine roaring up in protest and the road turning upside down And all | could think about, all that 


counted had been the kisses we shared hidden in the cornfields. After this my mind went blank 


| came back to my senses by a murmured prayer on my side. Wait a minute, a prayer? Next thing | became 
aware of had been a pair of deep green eys with a frightened expression in it. "Are you all right?", | wanted to 
ask, but my voice was nothing more than a raspy whisper. "I'm so sorry" he sobbed. "I really didn't want to 
case this", brushing hair out of my face with heavily shaking fingers. He must have taken my helmet off while 
| had been unconscious. | wanted to reassure him, but my voice didn't obey. | was very short of breath, must 
had bumped hard on my back. Carefull | checked my limbs. Legs, arms, hands seemed to be intact: 

Like | had found out before, it only was hard to breath. | didn't feel any pain, but everyone who had been 
trough a similar experience could affirm this: you will not feel pain because of the shock 

Actually | felt rather fine. | was riding on a massive adrenalin high, even though a little breathless. 

"I thought you were dead" he cried, rocking himself in his folded arms. Somehow | managed to bob up. 

| fell on my knees before him, took him into arms. Rocked him gently like he had done it to himself. 

"I thought | killed you." he mumbled pressed against 

my tight-fisted chest. | took his face between my surprisingly still hands. Stroked my thumb over the left side 
of his chin, there would be a big bruise later. "We all need to die one day," | breathed on his lips, before 
cupping them for a kiss. "and if there is a choice for me, | will do it right this way, here in your arms." 

| think | have not to mention that this was followed by the first time we made love together. It had been a 
hasty, awkward act. And it felt a little bit like dying. 


This burning urge is back again, and so | light up another cigarette. | smoke it thoughtful. 

The tank of the bike is almost full. | got a non limited Credit card shoved in my wallet. It would be a hell of a 
ride, but in a little more than 30 hours | could have made it. 

| throw away the butt of my cigarette, followed by the package. 

Put my helmet back on and start the engine once more. 

| speed up, until | come to a highway. | hit the highway east, chasing for my shadow. Chase it until | reach it 
or | lose my mind. Whatever comes first. 


l'm a rollin on cause | can't go back 


